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Having decided that he would live by his brain rather
than his brawn, Jack settled upon the kind of work he wanted
to do. He had kept a notebook during his year on the road,
and he knew for a certainty that his life could have meaning
and he could be happy only as a writer of the stories that
charged through his brain. For him to have reached this
decision at so early an age is not difficult to understand; the
thousands of astrological divinities Professor Chaney had
written were short stories, pure creations of fiction. Jack
came legitimately by his passion to spin yarns for a living.

He also settled upon the University of California in
Berkeley, just a short street car ride from his home, as the
place where he would derive the ultimate in education.
However, he had never attended high school and had three
years of routine work ahead of him before he might be
admitted.

He was nineteen when he entered the freshman class of
Oakland High in a much-worn, wrinkled, and ill-fitting
dark blue suit and woollen shirt without a tie. He was
strong and rugged looking, his face sunburned, his tawny
hair dishevelled as though he always ran his fingers through
it. He was still chewing tobacco, a habit he picked up on
the road and continued when he returned to Oakland because
it anesthetised the pain of the numerous cavities in his
teeth. When Eliza offered to have the cavities filled and to
replace the extracted teeth with false ones if he would give
up chewing tobacco, he readily assented. Pleased with his
shining new teeth, Jack invested in the first toothbrush he
had ever owned.

He was slouchy in manner, a habit acquired during the
months of begging, and leaned back at his desk with his feet
stretched out in front of him, his hands in his pockets,
looking off into space. He turned his head first one way,
then the other; at short intervals a shadow would pass over
his face, then he would pull himself together and the smile
would come back. When called upon to recite he raised
himself with apparent difficulty to a half-upright position,
keeping both hands on his desk as though to steady himself.